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DUMB LIZZIE OF THE MIDDLE WEST 


BY LA. R. WYLIE 


UR tracks had often crossed each 

other. I do not flatter myself 

‘that she had even noticed mine, 
‘but for a long time Thad been uneasily 
‘conscious that we were drawing nearer 
toceach other and that one day we rust 
inevitably meet face to face. Even be- 
fore Ihad visited America, before I had 
‘even met Americans, strange taler of her 
hhad reached my ears. ‘They were trav- 
cler’s tales and, therefore, fantastic and 
ineredible. One day I was to have a 
traveler's tale of my own to tell, This 
is it. ‘This is the sad but true story of 
how Idid at last meet her, and appended 
are some even sadder reflections. 


Tt happened close on two years ago. 
‘The scene was laid in the library of my 
London house. It was my work hour. 
‘My telephone bell rang, end my agent's 
‘voice came tome across the wires. Now 
‘ay agent's voice i as my master's voice, 
‘and Iam accustomed o liten obediently 
‘and hopefully. She said, “There is a 
certain Mr. X., an American editor who 
controls also a number of important 
newspapers. And be wants an article 


from you” T asked briefly but clearly, 
“How much and how long?” And 1 
confess the answer staggered me. Thad 
‘ot realized up til then that my mean- 
cst comma hed such monetary value. 
“And” added the kind voies, “you ean 
choose any subject you like; but firs 
‘Mr. X. would lke to discuss the matter 
with you personally. Could you arrange 
to see him to-morrow moraing at ten 
‘o'clock? 

‘This caused meapang. For the morn- 
ing is my best work time. But I re 
flected that the controller of many im- 
portant papers was not likely to have ang 
more time to waste than a mere padder 
‘of advertisements like myself and that 
‘we should be quit of each other in a few 
minutes, I consented cheerfully. 

‘Duly, at ten o'clock, Mr. X. arrived. 
Ho proved to be young, charming, and 
intelligent. felt that we were going to 
‘understand each other. I was not aware 
then of the sinister, inviible chaperon 
‘whom he had brought with him and who, 
I realize now, must have watched our 
‘smiable exckange of cigarettes with « 
balefal disapproval. ‘The opening gam- 
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bitwasmine. Overnight Ihadrefected 
on auitable subjects fora popular article. 
They contained ideas thet, like most of 
amy ideas, vere simple, harmless, but I 

oped remnehly iteligent and intel 
liable. If they ‘were ever faintly pro- 
vocative I felt that that might be to the 
food. [began with my favorite Vhs. 
Tel that Mr. X. liked children, and this 
had todo with children. Tt was an idea 
based on my own experience as a child. 
At the age of ten I virtually lived like 
& gown-up, respouible individual. I 
traveled extensively and alone and con 
trolled my own financss.. [read books 
and visited "plays which are today 
Known only by hearsay to my contem- 
poraries. Without exactly advocating 
{his system, it was my idea to suggest 
that it had ite advantages. Tn my case 
it had lengthened my experience of life 
by 4 good ten years and was a far more 
satisfactory method of preparation thea 
the sheltered unreaity of most children's 
uptbringing. (give the subject in this, 
auch detal to prove Uaat, whether muy 
ideas were intelligent or not, I was at 
least not advocating the destrition of 
the Constitution of the Usited States) 
Twarmed tomy thesis. felt that Iwas 
talking more brightly than I usually do 
at ten otelock in the morniog—but also 
that there was something wrong. Mr. X. 
vras regarding me with grave, patient, 
Dut troubled eyes. "He listened to the 
end. And then he leaned towards me. 
He said earnestly, penetratingly: 

“Mis Wylie, have you remembered 
the Micidle West?” 

Thad not, Tsaid so. Tinow I must 
have looked very stupid. He shook his 
head. 


“One must, always remember the 
Middle West,” he said. And sat back 
And waited for me to go on. 

T realized instinctively thet my idea 
‘was dead and buried without so much 
as the blessing of the Church. Shaken 
and puzzled I began again. I forget 
‘what it was I proposed to write sboutthis 

ime. I remember that Mr. X. seemed 
interested. He took my pointsandeven 
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‘agreed with them. But in the end be 
‘mniled that peculiarly wistful and rather 
pitying smile. 

“But you se, Miss Wylie—in the 
‘Middle West—" 

‘L was still strong enough to be rebel. 
ious. T went ahead with the theory 
that editor, movie directors, and suck 
like didn’t Know their businese—that if 
the voice of the People was the Voice of 
God, the head of the People coulda't be 
entirely stuffed with sawdust. Mr. X. 
smiled. Evidently I was going through 
the normal stages of « disease. 

“Have you ever been to the Midde 
West?” he asked. 

“T've been to California,” T said with 
some defiance. 

“It’s not the same,” be murmured. 
“Tt would be unwise to confuse them. 
Hovever, please go on—" 

‘But by this time T had realized ho 
presence. I suspected, if only dimly ss 
vyet, the ominous part that. she woul! 
probably play in my whole life. I sup- 
pose Ilost my nerve. I began to stair 
‘mer. My next idea didn’t wait for her, 
Tt vent to pieces in my own hands. T 
became abjectly silent. ‘That evidently 
‘was the moment for which Mr. X. had 
been patiently waiting. He produced a 
sheet of paper and a pencil and drew his 
chair confidentially closer. “He said: 

“Miss Wylie, I am going to help you 
as help allmy authors. They all begia 
with the same trouble, But realy it 
isn’t so difficult. You'll see. May I 
‘ask you a few simple questions?” 


resent?” 
‘Now I had heard a great: deal aboot 
American men—their chivalrous treal- 
‘ment of their women folk and ther 
fabulous generesity. And my birthday 
happened to benext week. But this wt 
so sudden. I temporized fippantly. 
“Shall we say sirty thousand dollar?” 
T suggested. 
‘He shook his nice head reproachfully- 
“Oh, no, Miss Wylie—you don’t wast 
that—* 
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“Don't 12” I felt doubtful but con- 
trite. Evidently I had ssid the wrong 
thing again. “What should I want?” 


‘This was more than sudden. Tt was 


“Don't you believe in love?” 


‘Now I have had a great dea of Jovein 
my Life. Spiritual love. And frankly 
it has caused me more trouble than all 
my other blessings put together. But 
it was twelve o'clock by this timo, and I 

ite broken—I said “yes” and 

‘to heaven the Middle West be- 


From that point we proceeded rapidly. 
“And now, Miss Wylie, is’t it true 
that every cloud has a silver lining?” 
‘agreed and within the next ten min- 
utes Mr. X. and [had compiled a series 
of verities of which “A stitch in time 


saves nine,” “The hand that rocks the 
cradle rules the world,” and “A friend 
in need isa friend indeed” would be typi- 
chee Aastha me 
the het of 


rence 
I took s deep breath. I shud- 


ered. 
“Will eat it alive,” he axid. 


0 


Mr. X. came again in a day or two. 
He wasn’t easy about me.I think he 


ought tobe. And by this time I had the 
courage to protest. He was very kind 
about it. Tre ewrote my drat few parar 
fraphs snd talled tome lke a father who 
has bee over the rough places himself 

—aympathetically ‘and belplly. He 
didn’t want me to fel that I'was fooling 
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anyone. He said that the great public 
was writing for were very simple folk 
‘According to a United States Govern. 
‘ment report, ninety per cent of them 
were mentally ten years old and always 
‘would be ten years old. And wass't it 
bbetterto give them the sweet old homely 
‘truths than no truth at all? And after 
all, wazn't love the greatest thing in the 
world? _And didn't a stitch in time save 
nine? Feeling the grim eye ofthe Middle 
Wort fixed onme, I assented without the 
slightest besitatioa. 

Mr. X. and I parted on the best of 
‘terms. Thall hoped thot at the last we 
might exchange an honest wink. But 
‘of course that would have been as much 
‘ay his job was worth. Not only would 
the Middle West have spotted the wink, 
however sight, but he woald havespotted 
it himself. And the maa who winks at 
his life's work is lst. 

In the next few days I grew to sympa- 
{hize with him. For by that time his 
beldam sens merei had got me well in 
thrall. ‘The only difference between us 
‘was that T frankly couldn't bear the 
sight of her, which oaly made my pos 
tion that much worse. Dumb Lizzie of 
‘the Middle West. She appeared to me 
‘asa gaunt elderly female in 1 poke bon 
net and elastic-side boots, armed with & 
stout umbrella with which, every time 
T came up for ai, ahe dlouted me over 
the head. And she was not alone. In 
case T should show fight, si had brought 
hee grandchildren slong—an enormous, 
traly awe-inspiring brood. Though they 
bad changed their way of doing theirhair, 
the length of their skirts, and the eut 
‘of their coats, they were still inspired by 
her indomitable spirit. Her poke boo 
net, elastic-side boots and stout umbrella, 
though discarded from daily we, were 
still cablacoued on the tubal bettle 
shields. And the old lady was obviously 
proud of her descendants. She mar- 
shalled belore me the splendid battalions 
‘hich had sent an eminent aad virtuous 
woman preacher to the right-about for 
the sin of cigarctie~mnoking. ‘The mid 
dle-aged granddaughter, who was able 
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in a five-minute “club paper” to give a 
‘comprehensive survey of the Renais- 
sance delighted her old heart, and her 
‘eyes sparkled as she reviewed the de- 
voted “sisterhood who had not only 
constituted themselves their brother's 
jailers, but had actually created, for his 
‘undoing, a whole new set ofcrimes. "And. 
the had some fine male descendants. 
‘There was, for example, a certain im- 
portant mayor of a grest city. And 
there was another, less important, whom 
Thad met myself in California, who at a 
dinner given in honor cf his return from 
Europe dismissed the whole Italian na- 
tion as deficient in the great American 
art of plumbing. 

Bot it. must not be supposed that 
Dumb Liztie's progeny were entirely 
middle-sged, Far from it, Tucked 
away in the rear were some charming 
young things full of enthusiasms and 
weet-nothingness who only avaited the 
‘all to impoto Grandmother’ ideals and 
dear old homely truths on a cowed and 
helpless world. 

Looking over ths solid front of Dumb 
Liaaie’s offspring my heart sank. I was, 
‘already besten, But my real punish 
ment came later when Mr. X. assured me 
that I had given the old lady and ber 
family exactly what they wanted. 
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For I wrote that aiticle, I sweated 
platitudes, I don't mean that I gave in 
fo the old lady without a strugge. 
Sometimes I rallied against her to the 
extent of doubting her existence. I 
ier, of cours, that to Mr. X. ae was 
not merely the Middle West. She was 
‘the pertonifcation of a Universal Lack 
of Intelligence, She was Everybody 
Everywhere. She waa the Great Heart 
of the People to whom his newspapers 
owed te eaclentcovulnon He 
imagined her, I knew, aa a sweet inpo- 
cent young thing with flazen hair and 
blue eyes. “*A little chid shall lead 
them” would have bees hisvenionof the 
old barzidan’s outrageous and tyrannical 
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behavior towards myself. At any rate, 
she was a reality to him, and he had cer 
tainly persuaded himself that in_giving 
her what she wanted he was 

hhonest bit to make the world 


Ben 
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rather to my surprise—that I was, after 
all, an honest writer wbo couldn't tel 
Ties decently even at so much a comms 
‘and, furthermore, that a truth which has 
‘become a platitude is a most pernicious 
and treacherous sort of lie, ‘The soal 
thas been squeezed out of it. It is dead 
and has gone bad, as all dead things do. 
‘When, for instance, under the threat of 
the umbrella, I announced confidentially 
that “a friend in need iss friend indeed” 
frimndship expired on my hands. “God 
is love” I boomed, and was aware of 
Dbissphemy. ‘The emotional and actual 
truth behind these statements had long 
since been washed out by the sloppy 
thinking and cheap sentimentality to 
which I was adding with every line 1 
wrote. What wasleft wasa nasty corpse 
ina high state of decay. 

‘This realization Imocked Mr. X's 
‘excuse for himself and me right out of 
‘court. He and 1 were not helping the 
world to go round. "We were helping to 
stand it on its head. We were not sup- 
plying sweet old homely truths to sweet 
‘simple people. We were preparing ay7a- 
‘thetic ioe cream for dyspeptics suffering 
fram a very complicated form of diges 
Sha circa mien oe 
‘case more roughly. We were doping 
dope-maniacs. And dope-maniacs are 
‘either sweet nor simple. They have 
very involved mental processes which 
‘often leed to the most disruptive action. 
Betweon my tondor pronouncements re- 


‘garding love and friendship, the beauty 
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later, my guilty conscience bas since 
traced a delicate but very definite con- 
nection. ‘The jury most certainly had 
never read my effusion, But they had 
most certainly read something like it, 
for I had written according to standard. 
‘They had been fed with that sort of stuft 
‘ever since they could read and had be- 
‘come literate. ‘Twelve savages who 
hhed never heard & sweet old homely 
truth in their lives would have come to a 
‘more easonableconclusion. At anyrate, 
after their own fashion they would have 
been lorical and honest. ‘They would 
never have confused Mr. Remus with 
Father Christinas or felt the emotional 
necessity of presenting him with a Christ- 
maspresent. They would have been in- 
capable of the mental gymnastics which 
led twelve chosen representatives of 
‘rest civilized country toa verdict worthy 
of twelve high-class morons. Eitherthey 
would have elected Mr. Remus chi of 
heir tribe oF they would have hanged 


‘Now I am convinced—for I am demo- 
cratic by tamper and more than ready. 
to believe ina general fundamental good 
sense—that these twelve were poten- 
tially, or had been potentially, resson- 
‘ble, clearthinking people capable of 
sourd honest sentiment. Tam not will 
ing to accept Mr. X.'s conclusion that 
they were incurably ten years old. Be- 
sides, ten-year-old children, if, they 
haven't read too much end haven't been 
to the movies, are usually extremely 
reasonable, intelligent, and even gifted. 
Something had happened to those twelve. 
‘And T am regretfully convinced that 1 
hhad happened to them—the “I” being 
1 composite igure representing all those 
‘ters who at so much a comma have 
Ihelped to ereate an unreal world full of 
{alse values where cigarette smoking rep- 
reseats moral turpitude and Mr. Remus 
and Father Christmas are interchange- 
able figures. Between us we have re- 
Guced honest sentiment’ to. driveting 
sentimentality, hard clear thinking to 
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muddle-headed vaporings, and a cxpac- 

for dignifed, strong action to explo- 
sive and dangerous violence. For [ ain 
dot suffering from fle de grandeur wm 
T'agy that I feel responsible ot only 
for those twelve jurymen but for Me, 
Remus himself and even for the next 
Great War. Because in these days when 
vars are virtual fought by civilians no 
‘war could be becun, lt alone caried on. 
‘rithout the heartfelt co-operation of the 
Brotheriood of Blurb and Blah. And 
to that Brotherhood T have belonged. 
Mere resignation from membership 
doesnot absolve me. T have done 
my bit to. make our Dumb Lizties 
do the things they do. 


Vv 


‘Heaving rocks of ridicule at the poor 
old lady is cheap sport: for she was not 
‘always ridiculous, and even now she 
seems to me less contemptible than those 
of us who consciously sell our talent to 
keep her as feeble-minied as we have 
helped to make her. (For after al itis 
not necesswry to have a limousine in 
order to live.) Once upon a time she 
really was a simple soul. She lived in 
the wilderness and was quite illiterate. 
She sang primitive songs and wove 
‘quaiat designs, and at night she and her 
men folk told legends by the fireside. 
‘The legends were poetry; her songs and 
designs sprang from the authentic spirit 
of her race. She was coarse and often 
brutal and ignorant, but she was not 
silly. She new what she knew of life 
first hand. She was the rough clay out 
of which God eventually molds genius. 
But instead of God, the bright go-getters 
tnd uplifters came along and they saw 
how nicely they could “feature” her and 
hher sentiments and traditions into 
pretty movie story and how well her 
songs would sound on the gramopbone. 
And it was a simple matter to standard. 
ine her designs for the sports sweaters of 
the Smart People allthe world over. So 
they went ahead with the great work. 
And they were by no means selfish about 
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it, They not only exploited her, but 
they taught her how to exploit bers. 
They taught Ler how to commercialize 
heer own talents. And presently she and 
heer mea folk were sitting, hand gummed 
to hand, in the sweetly seeated shadows 
of the Movie Palace, guping at the cari- 
‘ature of themselves. No need for her 
to sing her songs any more. The radio 
fand the gramophone and the Movie 
Chorus could do that for her. (Ob, that 
Volga Boat Song") Noaced to weave 
strange symbolic pattercs. The me- 
chine kad stamped the meaning out of 
them long since. No need to live, ia 
fact since real life could be found so 
conveniently between the covers of cheap. 
magazines. Above alla0 need to 
think, ‘The Brotherhood of Blurb and 
Blah did that forher, too. And so Lin 
‘became spiritually and meataly barren. 
‘She grew withered and tyrannical and 
bigoted.” Since she could no longer live 
‘and thiak for herself, she began to deny 
the freedom of thought and growth to 
others. She had become dumb. 

‘But also she had become rich. 

‘This in the most significant phenom- 
enon of our times. Never before in 
History bas Lizie been s0 dumb and so 
powerful. She not only ean buy herself 
motor cars, radios, gramophones, ard 
foe-cream sodas, but sbe ean buy up the 
intelligence of the world. Aad she is 
buying it up. Tt is of no use to argue 
that the intelligence ought not to sell 
ital. Te does and it always has done— 
with afew pobleand ufering exceptions, 
Once it was the Medic who bought up 
the poets. artists, and men of science. 
Nov it is Mr. Humpty-Dumpty of the 
Amalgamated Hokus-Pokus Press, on 
behalf of his all-powerful patrones. 
‘The Medici were no doubt tyrannovs, 
ventious masters; but they had fair 
for genius. Tt fatered them. Dumb 
Linsie fairs it too but she is afraid of it. 
Te worres ber Ike the dim memory of a 
lot power in herself. So that the ist 
thing she insists on with regard to her 
new purchase is that the genius shall be 
Imnocked out of it. And ‘what happens 
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‘to genius happens to talent and plain 
‘common sense. Even men of science 
‘are beginning to talk her patter. ‘They 
can't help themselves. For she has the 
money. From a financial angle she can 
rake honest work sheer waste of time. 
ast year at the Snyder trial posts, 
‘author, atsts, and professors tumbled 
‘over one another in their anxiety 
to catch Dumb Lissie’s ear in one 
of het most dangerous and unlovely 
ooods. 

1 admit wilingly that the example 
of my own encounter with her is of 20 
Importance per ae. It wan important 
to me because acconding to sy Light, 
which are dim enough, I am an hone 
Craftsman who was bribed ito an actot 
intellectual dishonesty. But the shock 
to my morals is my afair. I don't pre 
tend that the world has suffered any 
serious loss in consequence. But, Me 
X's list of contributors contained the 
names of the most important and sg- 
nificant waiters and thinkers in England 
and America. One or two, Mr. X. a 
mitted regretfully, hed proved intr 
table. ‘The rest had succumbed. They 
hhad joined. the Brotherbood. And if 
they persuaded themelves that at Be 
worst they were doing no harm I congrat- 
late them. At any rate I cant 
Diane them. Leonardo da Vine would 


‘On the surface Dumb Lissie isan eary- 
‘going generous patroneas. She assur 
us of our freedom of thought and speech. 
‘When we do presume to think and speak 
freely she does not put us to the rack 
‘and thumb-screw. She buys ut up 
She does not make martyrs of us. Ske 
‘makes plutocrats. Much simpler and 
‘much less painful. Bat as a result te 
creative energy of the world is being 
flattened out. ‘The high mountains and 
deep valleys are being smoothed dows 
toa flat noisy plain where human Fords 
running in a double stream, honk at on 
another's heels, and Dumb Lissie with 
hher umbrella acts as an implacable 
traffc-cop at the croxsroads. 
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JE we care for humanity a all apart 
from hygiene, plumbing, central heating, 
‘and newer and faster means of transpor- 
tation, we must admit that the situation 
is discouraging everywhere, ‘That it 
‘should be ab its worst in America is in- 
fevilable.. In one sense America is less 
nation than the future of all nations. 
‘When Europeans complain that they are 
‘being Americanized what. they really 
‘mean is that they are being futarind, 
What America is to-dy they are almost 
‘certain to be to-morrow. And, frankly, 
‘ost of them do aot like the prospect, 
But it is ‘no use crticiring America. 
Uniranmelled by tradition, she is merely 
being ovept abead of the rest of us by a 
tide which neither she nor anyone else 
ccan coatrel. She may reach Paradise 
rst aan consequence. Or it may be the 
‘other place. No one ean predict with 
ceeriainty and no one can do anything 
labout it. All we know is that, aave for a 
race, we are bound to come tumbling 
in after her. Meantime we can only 
‘waich her progreat in the hopes that by 
hher experience we may save ourselres 
from some of the worst bumps en route 
for wherever we are all destined. 

‘One thing is clear to the observer— 
that something has definitely gone wrong. 
with American literature—or in other 
words with the thought of the mation, 
‘Americe is now in her Victorian Era. 
She is bursting with the activity, prox 
perity. and virtuous, virile self-confidence 
that once made England so beloved. 
On the side of material achievement 
there seems to be nothing beyond her 
powers, But where is the intellectual 
pheaomenen which usually accompanie 
such pericds of national expansion? 
‘Where is the amazing galaxy of poets, 
philosophers, and novelists that ium 
nated an ctherwise highly mater 
‘and unpleasant age? Every now and 
thea one hus the impression that they are 
‘about to make their appearance—that 
something tremendous is about to hap- 
pen. The vast fat sea begins to stir and 
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Iheave with hidden energy. A white. 
cap makes its appearance here and there; 
and then the rufting wind sinks; the sea 
revumes is aullen, uneary smoothness, 
and nothing happens. 

Tt seems to me that it is useless to 
explain that the form of self-expression 
has changed—thet, for instance, Lind- 
bergh and Edison’ are the true expo- 
rents of the American spirit For the 
explorer, the experimenter, the hero, 
‘and the poet. travel together. And 
‘when one of them is miising some- 
thing goes wrong with the rest. Lind- 
bergh may be Drake, but without his 
Shakespeare be loses half his significance. 
‘When a nation becomes inarticulate it is 
usually because she has nothing to say, 
her sprit is exhausted. Now obviously 
this is not true of America and no one 
has ever accused her of being inarticu- 
lac. But what she says is not commen 
ssurate with what she is and is doing. 
‘There is much noise and talk but very 
Little is said. Her writers display 
feverish restlesess rather than an ex- 
‘uberant and forceful energy. A paycho- 
‘analyst would dingnose ® comples— 
‘8 secret mental presure of some sort, 
‘and have no doubt that if he carried 
his investigation farther he would foh 
Damb Lizzie to the surface. 

Letus for amoment imagine the career 
of an American genius. He ia born. 
‘He grows up, In spite of « good home 
‘and a sound education he persists in 
Ding different and, therefore, dangerous, 
Teecems almost certain that unless quick 
‘action is taken he will say something 
which will make everybody yery un= 
comfortable. But Dumb Lizzie can be 
relied upon. Like a grotesque old Venus 
she lures his adolescent steps into the 
Venusburg where the Movie and the 
Radio and such-lke sirens lie in wait to 
‘seduce his originality. But be is strong 
‘and pare of heart. He resists. He ea- 
capes. “He writes his first. book. It 
‘may not be a great book, but the aymp- 
toms of grestness are’ unmistakable. 
Dumb Lissie girds herself for the final 
faswull. Armed with ber moacy-bag 


sndher umbrella she advances upoa him. 
Or perhaps, knowing what the young 
man thinks of her, she sends Mr. X. in 
her stead—another victim of hers 20 
completely spellbound by her charms 
‘and's0 amiable and honest and well 
intentioned that the genius in certain 
to be disarmed from the outset. 

"The encounter is quite brief. Al that 
Mr. X. ask ia that the genius shall re 
‘member the Middle West. In other 
words, he is free to write anything he 
Tikes no long ashe puts it nicely and does 
not offend the susceptibilities of Baptist 
‘Ministers, Purity Campaigners, Anti- 
Vivisectioniste, Anti-Tobacco Leaguers, 
Prohibitionsts, Kleagles of the Ku-Klux- 
Kin, Roman Catholics, Jews, and the 
Lonl's Day Alliance. Otherwise he is 
absolutely free to go ahead. In retum. 


For it is easy. to compromise. The 
genius angves that afterall be is only 
filed to utter few evect homely old 
truths and that afterwards, fre of 
financial worry, he will beable to tl bis 
own ‘Truth. Tie deludes himell. For 
he never tells the Truth again, He 
sinks to the fst level of mediocrity, ard 
the chanoes are thet Dumb Lise, ha 
ing got him where she wants bm, takes 
no more notice of him Sometimes he 
doe rete And bn kis orias ete= 
‘mination to prove his independence he 
becomes obscene or unintelligible or 
both Butin one way or another ge 
is battered of fattered out of existence. 
Now, Dumb Lizzie is not an American 
smonopely. ‘There are Dumb Lisise 
everywhere. But in no other count 
EEsaheaa yt been exalted toe Nationa! 
Tasttutod, Tn ne ether country in ohe 
so venerated. And she is venerated 


HARPER'S MONTHLY MAGAZINE 


because she is rich. And she is rch 
because there is still so much opportunity 
in America that mere hall-wittedness is 
no obstacle to wealth and even power 
Without money she could never have 
persuaded Mr. X. that she was a sweet 
fand simple sosl whom it was an hosor 
to serve, and I should have frankly 
tumed up my nose at her. 

T do not, of course, suggest that por- 
‘erty and intelligence are synonymous. 
But I do suggest thet the percentage 
‘of morons with money is higher i 
‘America than elsewhere in the world and 
‘that their infuence is, therefore, exes 
sive and dangerous both to the creative 
‘genius of the country and to the stabilty 
‘and integrity of public opinion. 
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Iam not suggesting « remedy. 1 
dox’t know of one. Indeed, I do tot 
believe that the trend of civilization an 
bbe changed. It can only be hindered or 
hastened. What will be, will be. Itis 
possible that genius and democracy are 
incompatible and that in the promiad 
land of fulfilment we shall be all one 
happy family of Dumb Lizzies taking in 
cone another's intellectual washing. I! 
that is to be, nothing ean be done about 
it, A League for the Suppression of 
Dumb Lizries would be only one mere 
form of organized foolishness. I resign 
myself. But I am sad about it and per 

Por I wrote that 


were some things I said in it which wil 
haunt mo on my deathbed. I have 
speat the money I got for writing then. 
Rad Heaven knows, if Dumb Lise 
raises the price of my commas, I may 
even write them again. 


